could wander in the highest hills and with spirits haunt some mountain cave, could rove the meadows in your muted light and, rid of all learned obfuscation, regain my health by bathing in your dew! Alas! I'm still confined to prison. Accursed, musty hole of stone to which the sun's fair light itself dimly penetrates through painted glass. Restricted by this great mass of books that worms consume, that dust has covered, and that up to the ceiling-vault are interspersed with grimy papers, confined by glassware and wooden boxes and crammed full of instruments, stuffed with the household goods of generationssuch is your world, if world it can be called! And still you wonder why your heart is anxious and your breast constricted, why a pain you cannot account for inhibits your vitality completely! You are surrounded, not by the living world in which God placed mankind, but, amid smoke and mustiness, only by bones of beasts and of the dead.
You must escape from this confining world! And will not this mysterious book from Nostradamus' very hand amply provide the guidance you need? If you can read the courses of the stars and take from Nature your instruction, you will understand the psychic power by which the spirit world communicates. But arid speculation won't explain the sacred symbols to you. begins to flow through all my senses! I feel youth's sacred-vital happiness course with new fire through every vein and fiber. Did some god inscribe these signs that quell my inner turmoil, fill my poor heart with joy, and with mysterious force unveil the natural powers all about me? Am I a god? I see so clearly now! In these lines' perfection I behold creative nature spread out before my soul. At last I understand the sage who says: "The spirit world is not sealed offyour mind is closed, your heart is dead! Go, neophyte, and boldly bathe your mortal breast in roseate dawn!" (Contemplating the sign. ) How all things interweave as one and work and live each in the other! Lo! heavenly forces rise, descend, pass golden urns from hand to hand, crowd from on high through all the earth on pinions redolent of blessings, and fill the universe with harmony! How grand a show! But, still, alas! mere show. Infinite Nature, when can I lay hold of you and of your breasts? You fountains of all life on which the heavens and earth depend, towards which my withered heart is strainingyou flow, you nurse, and yet I thirst in vain! (Turning the pages angrily, he sees the sign of the Earth Spirit. ) How different is this sign's effect on me! And yet, this once you have my gratitude, you somest of mortalsyou snatched me from a desperation that threatened to destroy my mind. So gigantic was the apparition that I, alas, could only think myself a dwarf.
I, made in God's image, who fancied that I was close to truth's eternal mirror, who, sloughing off mortality, reveled in clear celestial radiance; I, more than Cherub, whose presentient powers then dared flow untrammeled through the veins of Nature and share the gods' creative lifehow I am punished! One thundered word has been my death.
It's arrogance to claim I am your peer. Although I had the power to attract you, I lacked the strength to hold you fast. In that blest moment I felt so small and yet so great; ruthlessly you thrust me back into the uncertainties that are man's lot. Who will now teach me? What am I to shun, is there an impulse that I must obey? Alas, the things we do, no less than those we suffer, impose restraints upon our lives.
More and more that is extraneous obtrudes upon what's noblest in our minds; When we attain this world's material goods, all better things are called a madman's fancies. Feelings that before were glorious and vital grow torpid in the mundane hurly-burly.
Sustained by hope, Imagination once soared boldly on her boundless flights; now that our joys are wrecked in time's abyss, she is content to have a narrow scope. -Deep in our heart Care quickly makes her nest, there she engenders secret sorrows and, in that cradle restless, destroys all quiet joy; the masks she wears are always newshe may appear as house and home, as wife and child, as fire, water, dagger, poison; we live in dread of things that do not happen and keep bemoaning losses that never will occur.
No peer of gods! I suffer from that truth-my counterpart's the worm that grovels in the dust and, as in dust it eats and lives, is crushed and buried by a vagrant foot. What else but dust is cramped within these high and multi-alcoved walls of minethe heap of countless, useless things that in this world of moths beset me? Is this the place to find the help I need? Should 1 perhaps peruse a thousand books to learn that people everywhere have suffered, that now and then someone was happy? -You empty skull, why bare your teeth at me unless to say that once, like mine, your addled brain sought buoyant light but, in its eagerness for truth, went wretchedly astray beneath the weight of darkness. You instruments are only mocking me with wheel and cogs, with cylinder and bridleyou were to be my key when I stood at the gate, but though it's intricate, the key will lift no bolts. Nature, mysterious in day's clear light, lets none remove her veil, and what she won't discover to your understanding you can't extort from her with levers and with screws. You ancient implements I've never used are here only because you served my father's needs. On airy wings a chariot of fire sweeps towards me! I am now ready for the fresh course that lets me pierce the sky and reach new spheres of pure activity. -Yet, you but now a worm, do you deserve this grand existence, this celestial joy? Yes, if you will but turn with firm resolve , your back upon the sun-lit earth! Be bold and fling the doors asunder which mortals all prefer to pass in silence! The time has come to prove by deeds that a brave man is not intimidated by celestial grandeur; to stand and not to quake before the pit in which imagination damns itself to torment; to strive on toward that passageway about whose narrow mouth all hell spouts flame and, even at the risk of total dissolution, to take this step with firm serenity. Now, long-forgotten cup of flawless crystal, come you downforth from your ancient case! You glistened at ancestral celebrations, enlivening the solemn guests who raised you as they pledged each other. The lavish splendor of the artist's pictures, the drinker's duty to make verses on their meaning and in one draught to drain the bowl, bring many memories of nights when I was young. I shall not offer you to some companion now, nor use your art to demonstrate my wit.
Here is a juice that soon intoxicates, and whose brown stream now rises to your brim. The last drink that I have prepared and that I take, let me with all my heart now pledge it,
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in solemn salutation, to the Morrow! As he places the cup to his lips, church bells and a choir are heard. CHOIR (Angels' chorus). Christ is arisen! Joy to the mortal freed from the baneful, insidious ills that man is heir to.
